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small and wan he looked lying there, never
taking his eyes from her face. The doctor had
been sent for.

She sat down beside the bed, sewing at some-
thing for the child.

She could hear very faintly the street noises.
The candle flickered and threw great shadows on
the wall. He put his hand out, took hers and
kissed it.

* Now, now . . . you are to sleep. That is
what you are to do/

But she bent forward, leaned over the bed and
kissed his forehead. He closed his eyes as though
in an ecstasy of happiness. She continued quietly
to sew, to listen for the doctor. She felt the
child move in her womb. How strange life
was! That she should be sitting here in Paris,
waiting for her child to be born, Warren in bed
in her room!

How strange, incongruous, foolish and touch-
ing ! She felt a strong pride as though she had
her hand on life, a mettlesome steed, restive
under her touch, restive but obedient!